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At the same time, I must confess I do not in the least believe in
the success of Mr Hollingshead's extraordinary freak of combining
the most advanced arrangements before the curtain with an
attempt to revive the Crummies repertory behind it. I daresay
Miami will draw a certain number of veteran playgoers who will
go to see Green Bushes again just as they might go to see their
birthplace, or their old school, or anything else likely to recall
the sensations of "auld lang sync." Such gnawing pleasures re-
assure and freshen the man who fears that he has lost his youthful
power of feeling thoroughly maudlin. The veterans, combined
with the devotees of Miss Violet Cameron and Mr Courtice
Pounds, will, no doubt, keep Miami going for a time; but I am
sceptical as to its enjoying any great vogue on the strength of
its artistic merits. The fact is, it has no such merits, and never
had.

I do not speak altogether as a modern: these eyes have seen the
great Celeste as Miami, and also as the heroine of a melodrama in
which she was eighteen in the first act, thirty in the second, forty
in the third, sixty in the fourth, and eighty in the fifth; after which
I came away wondering how old Madame really was, as she had
looked like a made-up old woman in the early stages, and like a
made-up young woman in the later ones, never by any chance
presenting a convincing appearance of being near the age indi-
cated by the dramatist She was, I took it, a clever lady who had
taken the measure of that huge section of the playgoing public
which is enormously credulous of everything except the truth,
highly susceptible to the instinctive emotions, entirely uncritical
as to the reasonableness of what it is used to, and mutinously in-
disposed to face the painful and unaccustomed exertion of
thought or artistic perception, though not without a certain
practical shrewdness as to the worth of its money, which makes it
very necessary to give good value for it in amusement, excite-
ment, and, above all, in that moral satisfaction produced by the
spectacle of punishment spread over crime like jam over butter.

The melodramas of Buckstone and the acting of Celeste had
no other purpose in the world that I could ever discover beyond
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